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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit."—DR. JOHNSON. 
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AX Farce, in One Art. 
BY J. WOOLER, ESQ.. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 
Theatre Royal, 1849. 


( 
Sir Andrew Grayling. ....cccccccccevsscsece Mr. Williams. 
Frank Finish, Eaq..cc.ccescccccccsccccceccs ‘* Hoskins. 
Harry Atherton... cccccccccccsecssccessces “ Clinton. 

TQUET wccccscces i odnb Mi Dinneisle x aeeee ee-em ewes ‘* Franks. 
SETOANE woccccsccnarvcccccnsnreccsceseecveces “* Dolman. 
Rose Everton. .......cc00s ccccvevccevvceses Miss T. Bassano. 
Oaroline Grayling......c.ccccscerccccscoecs “ J. St. George. 


ScENE I.—Room in an Inn. 
HARRY ATHERTON discovered ringing bell violently. 


Harry. [R.] The devil take all the bells, wait- 

ers and taverns in the kingdom! [Rings again. 
Enter WAITER, L. 1 E. 

Waiter. Coming, sir ! 

Harry. Coming, sir! confound you—you might 
have come from London since I began ringing. 
change this detestable wine! My teeth areon edge, 
it’s so plaguy sour. 

Waiter. [aside.] I think it’s your temper’s sour. 

[Hatt L. 

Harry. {calling.] And bring me a paper, if you 
have one in this execrable hole. I certainly am 
in a charming frame of mind—out of humor with 
myself, everybody and everything. Oh, Caro- 
line, Caroline—that I am dying for you is some- 
thing more than a fiction; for, by Jove, if this state 
of things lasts much longer, I shall certainly blow 
my brains out! 

This way, sir! 


Waiter. (without, L. 

Harry. Now some blockhead’s coming to dis- 
turb me. Deuce take him! I hope he'll give me 
a chance of picking a quarrel with him, for I must 


let off steam somehow. [Sits at table, back to L. 
Enter WAITER, with wine and paper, L., FRANK 


FINISH following. 
Frank. Bring me a pint of sherry, my Jad, and 
@ cigar. [Svs R. 


'{ Places wine and paper for HARRY, and exit. 
arry. Ugh! I thought so—the very paper I 
didn’t want to see !. 
Frank. Now, how can I amuse myself till this 
train starts? Let me see, [looks at watch] two 


ss, In the year 1877, by WHEaT & CORNETT, in tho Office 
an of Congress, at Washington, D. C. 
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prospect in a country village. 
Enter WAITER, with wine, L., and exit. 

Harry. [growling.| Ugh !—trash—contempti- 
ble—ass—mass of lies! 

Frank. (lighting cigar. Aside.] My intellectual 
companion seems out of temper. [ Coughing. 

Harry. [turning savagely round.] How the 
devil do you expect me to read, sir, while you sit 
coughing there? What—Frank ! 

Frank. My dear Harry! What most lucky 
chance brought you here? 

Harry. Oh, the most spiteful trick that ever 
Fortune played a poor devil! 

Frank. Ah, Dame Fortune’s not the only lady 
concerned, I'll swear. Confess! 

Harry. No, my dear fellow, there ts a woman 
in the case—one of Nature’s choicest, most lovely— 

Frank. Excuse ine, I can imagine her—every 
man’s mistress is the same in description. Let 
me know what extraordinary circumstance has 
brought the fashionable Harry Atherton into a 
village a hundred miles from London. 

Harry. You shall. I— 

Frank. A sketch, mind—I don’t want a three- 
volume novel. 

Harry. Well, then, I am in love with a lady. 

Frank. That’s natural enough so far. Proceed. 

Harry. And the lady is in love with me. 

Frank. The lady exhibits taste. 

Harry. Thank you. But her father is deter- 
mined she shall marry somebody else. 

Frank. A thing fathers are much given to, but 
which the many blunders they have made ought 


to have cured them of by now. Leave young 


hearts to themselves, say I—they’re pretty sure to 
couple rightly; and if they don’t the fault’s their 
own, and theirs be the consequences. : 

Harry. And the worst of it is, the man who is 
to rob me of my mistress is not even an English- 
man. To be foiled by a foreigner—it’s unbearable! 

Frank. What is he, pray ? 

Harry. Oh, hang him, an American! | 

Frank. Well, he speaks English, at any rate, 
and there’s some consolation in that. 

Harry. Yes; if you call their villamous jargon 
English. 

Frank. Does the lady care for him at all? 

Harry. It would be rather strange if she ‘did, 
considering she has never seen him. I received a 
note from her in town, saying that he was ex- 
pected over in a week, begging me to come down 
and contrive some means of seeing her, for I be- 
lieve the dear creature would run off with me 
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| rather than have him. I’ve been down here ever 
' since. Nota glimpse can I get of her. The old 
| man, knowing of our attachment, and chancing to 
meet me, has kept her strictly confined ever since. 
Frank. The American is some friend of his, then? 
Harry. The father is; this man he has never 
seen; but it appears it has been a settled thing 
between the fathers—and the son comes over to 
| keep a promise he never made, and marry a 
woman he never saw. So, you see, I’m in despair! 

Frank. Why, the case has a deucedly awkward 
look, Iadmit; but wait a minute, let me consider! 

Harry. Oh, how can you help me? I’ve been 
considering myself these four days. 

Frank. You say the old fellow doesn’t know his 
son-in-law elect ? 

Harry. No. 

Frank. Neither does he know me. 
shouldn’t I be your American rival? Rest assured 
I shall not become your English one ! 

Harry. Impossible! How could— 


Wh 


| 

| 

| 

| Frank. Oh, never fear! I came down here on a 
voyage of fun—private theatricals at Scarborough 
—lots of wardrobe with'me; and as to the Yankee 
dialect, I’ve not been in the country for nothing. 
Harry. But what is to be the benefit of your 
| scheme ? 

| Frank. What! Why, disgust the old man and 
! his daughter too, to be sure, and get turned out 
, of the house. Old boy in rage—knows you're at 
' hand—as I go out you go in—and— 

= Harry. It may. answer, upon my soul ! 

| Frank. May ? Must—shall! I never fail—leave 
| it to me. : 

| Harry. My dear Frank, only do this for me 
| effectually, and— 

Frank. I know—yow'll turn Turk or Ojibbeway 
! for me when I want it. Done! After our chat, 
Vl go at once. Do you know, I really am some- 
| what touched myself? | 
| Harry. How’s that ? 

Frank. Oh, a woman again, of course; for I 
can most conscientiously affirm, that in all my 
scrapes—and their name is legion—a woman has 
| had a hand somehow or other. Opposite my 

apartments in town lived, for a short time, a young 
| lady to whom, to this hour, I have never spoken. 

You’d hardly conceive the pains I took tocatch her. 
First of all, [leant out of the window by the hour, 
till I got such a violent crick in the neck I couldn't 
turn my head for a week; but for the matter of that 
she had turned it for me, so it didn’t signify. 

‘Harry. Well! 

Frank. Well! Then I dressed at her! tried 
every conceivable color and pattern; nearly ruined 
myself with coats, and was on the verge of bank- 
ruptcy with waistcoats; devil a bit of notice 


Harry. So you gave her up? 
Frank. Not I, faith! I thought I’d appeal to 


her tenderness and pity—though I began to doubt | 


whether she had any—so I whitened my face, and 
sat at the window all day wrapped up in a flannel 
dressing-gown. 

Harry. Ah! 


Harry. Ha, ha, ha! that must have softened her. 

Frank. The woman was flint, sir.. I tried that 
for two days; at last I got tired of imprisonment 
and darkness, and resolved at once to plunge her 
into the abyss of hopeless despair by inserting my 
death in the papers ! 

Harry. Did you do it? 

Frank. Why, no—on reflection I thought it 
would be useless, as she didn’t know my name. I 
determined to show her I could be as indifferent 
as herself, and next morning a friend dropping in, 
we lounged to the window with cigars in our 
mouths, to laugh and chat under her very nose, 
when, to my horror, a traveling-carriage drew 
up at the door, trunks were piled, in stepped my 
inexorable mistress, doors banged, whips cracked, 
and she was gone. 

Harry. Devilish pleasant! have you not seen 
her since? , 

Frank. How should I? Where am I to look— 
north, south, east or west? I hope, by the bye, it 
isn’t your mistress by any chance. 

Harry. Yll answer for that; she hasn’t been in 
town these two years. 

Frank. Ym giad of that; but these things hap- 
pen deuced oddly sometimes. But now for our 
scheme. I'll go and make myself as like a Yan- 
kee as possible. By the bye, what’s my name? 

Harry. Samson Cipher; but ll give you all 
the particulars while you dress. 

Frank. And Yl arrange our plan of attack, and 
it shall be no fault of mine if I am not uncere- 
moniously kicked out. [Bxeunt L. 


ScENE I1.—Drawing-room of SiR ANDREW 
GRAYLING’S. - 


Str ANDREW, CAROLINE and ROSE, k. 


Sir A. [c.] Girls, girls, girls! do you wish to 
worry me out of my mind ? 

Caroline. [R.] No, papa; but you wish to worry 
mé out of mine. 

Rose. [R.] How can you be so cruel, uncle, as 
to sacrifice poor Caroline to one man, when she 
is devoted to another ? , 

Sir A. I know her interest, Rose—a steady, 
quiet merchant is more likely to ensure her happi- 
ness than a wild, rackety spendthrift. 

' Caroline. But I don’t want to be happy, papa— 
I only want to marry Mr. Atherton. 

Sir A. Pooh, pooh! you girls don’t know what 
you do want. 

Caroline. Ido, papa. It’s too bad to make me |; 
marry a great stupid American. 

Sir A. Wrong, child; no American is stupid: | 
If they have any fault, it is that they are too 
clever by half. 

Caroline. I hate clever men, especially I hate 
an American; for my part, I wonder how any 
woman can endure one. ; 

Sir A. And yet America contrives to get popu- 
lated, for all that. 

Caroline. But consider, papa, I have never | 
seen him. 

Sir A. Then how can you dislike him? J have 


Frank. Devil a bit of use! In fact, though I|never seen him, and I love him already. 


' wouldn’t swear it, I.thought I saw her laughing. 


Well? 


would she take. 
' 

| 

| 

| 

| Harry. Heartless hussy! 
| 


Caroline. Yes, papa, but you are not going to ! 
help to populate America. 


Frank. [had one more trial. I drewdownall| Sir A. Hold your tongue, Caroline, you know 


| street laid with straw. 


| the blinds, muffled the knocker, and had the 
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I’m not to be contradicted ; he’ll be here in a week, 
so make up your mind to receive ahusband shortly. 


¢ 


4OFEEEEEEEEEEIEEEE OF oe POVV TU TU UU OE FCT SC ITS VV CCTSSTCTTSTS 


| 


Caroline. {aside.| I have made up my mind to 
that. (Aloud.| ’'m sure, papa, when you were 
young you did not think as you do now. 

r A. Just the same, my dear. My marriage 
with your poor mother was a purely mercantile 
transaction; and I don’t think she ever had rea- 
son to complain of the bargain. 

Caroline. But every one is not so kind as you 
are, dear papa! 

Sir A. Yowre a coaxing little puss, but it 
won't do. 

Caroline. But suppose he doesn’t like me? 

Sir A. He’s not such a fool as to let any trifle 
of that kind stand in his way; my old‘ friend 
Cipher knows how to educate his children better. 

Caroline. Still it would be more agreeable if he 


liked me for myself, you know. Oh, papa, I have 


an idea! 


You will not refuse me one favor ? 

Sir A. I never did, child, in reason. 

Caroline. Never, dear pa pa. Well, then, I wish 
when he comes at first that you would let Rose 
be introduced as your daughter, and myself as 


her cousin; I shall then be able to discover 


) 
| 


eee ee = 


him a 


whether he really would prefer me. 

Sir A. But suppose he really wouldn't, and 
falls in love with Rose ? 

Rose. Oh, be very easy, uncle; Tl not have him, 
I promise you. 

Sir A. Well, well, as you will; and I shall soon 
undeceive him if I discover any partiality for Rose. 

Caroline. Oh, thank you, papa! [Aside.] I 
shall gain, at least, a little respite. 

‘Enter SERVANT, L. 


Servant. A man in the hall, sir, sent up from 
the “ Rainbow” by a Mr. Cipher. 

Sir A. Cipher! What, bere already! Send 

p. [Exit SERVANT, L 

Caroline. (to RosE.] Oh, heaven! what can have 
: brought the odious creature so much beforehis time? 

Rose. Anxiety, dear—impatience ! 

Sir A. Now, girls, this is famous; a week be- 
fore he was expected. 

Caroline. And @ life-time before he was wished 


| for! [Retires up R. 
Enter HARRY, disguised as a servant. 
Harry. Be you Mr. Sir Andrew Grayling? 
Sir A. I am, friend. 


Harry. I be "just hired by a strange gentleman 
to carry his trunks from railroad to inn, and he 
sent me up to Mr. Grayling, and if so be I see him, 
to say, “‘that Mr. Cipher will be up with the old 
buffalo in a fly’s kick.” 

Sir A. Old buffalo! not very respectful ! 

Caroline. Oh, no doubt that’s a ae 
term in polite America. 

Sir A. Maybe, maybe—sounds strange, though. 
Well, my man ? 

Harry. As he was only sta aying behind a bit, 
‘‘ feathering a little for the pal 

Caroline. Vulgar ow] !— Feathering ! m 

Rose. You'll be choicely mated, dear ! 


Sir A. I must say his phraseology is not the| 
most polished ; but go, and tell your master Iam 


anxiously waiting for him. 

Harry. He’s on the road, sir. [Aside.] Once inthe 
house, mischief worry me if I go out again. [Exit. 

Caroline. Well, papa, nice specimen of my in- 
tended, this 

Sir A. Well, my dear, these little national 
idioms sound strangely at first, but one soon gets 
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used to them; I rather like the novelty of them 
myself. [Knock. ] Here he is. 

Caroline. Now, papa, mind, Rose is your 
daughter ! 

Frank. {without.] I can find my way up a stair- 
case, I reckon, without assistance, you helps, you— 

Enter FRANK, L. 
Here, catch my hat, you critters ! [Throws tt off. 

Sir A. My dear Mr. Cipher, ’m delighted to 
see you. 

Frank. So I reckoned, or I shouldn’t have 
come, boss. 

Sir A. [presenting Rose.] Allow me to present 
to you my daughter Caroline. 

Frank. And a tarnation pretty specimen of a 
man’s daughter, too! [Aside.} Do my eyes de- 
ceiveme? No! by all that’s lucky and cursedly 
unlucky, it’s my London beauty! She doesn’t 
recognize me ! 

Sir A. And this is my niece, Miss Rose Everton. 

[Presents CAROLINE. 

Frank. Miss, you'd take the rise out of all the 
roses that ever grew. 

Sir A. (aside.] Egad, I think he’sstruck with her. 

Frank. [aside.| I don’t feel so much disposed 
to keep my word of getting Kicked out of the 
house. Atherton was humming me! 

Sir. A. And how is my worthy old friend, your 
father ? ' [Crosses to him. 

Frank. In most violent health ; it’s my etarnal 
and everlasting opinion that he'll live to within a 
few miles of doomsday. 

Sir A. Glad to hear it—glad to hear it. 

Frank. Yes, so am I. 

Sir A. That’s an unusual wish for a son and 
heir, which you are, eh? 

Frank. Well, I'm his son and heir apparent; 
that is, I calculate ’m apparently his son and heir ; 
one can’t be so extensive certain in such matters. 

Sir A. You'll take lunch, Mr. Cipher? 

Frank. Yes! for ’m slightly as darned hungry 
as a young alligator. [Str ANDREW rings. 

Enter SERVANT. | 

Sir A. Lunch, George. [Bait SERVANT. 

Rose. [aside. 1 I suppose I must speak to him. 
[Aloud.| You are earlier than we expected you, 


Mr. Cipher. 


Frank. Yes; you see, miss, I was coming by the 
‘Slow Coach,” an English boat, but I saw the 
American ° Longbow u alongside, so I jumped on 
board her, and before ‘‘ Slow Coach” had got her - 
darned steam up, we were within sight of England. : 
That’s what I call licking ’em pretty consider- 
ably by long chalks. 

Sir A. [aside.) That’s a pretty considerable 
lie, friend son-in-law! [Aloud.] And what do you 
think of England, eh ? 

Enter SERVANT, with lunch. 

Frank. Why, I guess it’s about three thousand 
miles from America, anyhow, yet. 

Sir A. No, no; I mean the people—we'll say the : 
ladies, for instance? [ Aside.] Must bring him out. 


the same breed ail over the etarnal world, except | 


the black critters, and men’s opinion on’em as . 


hike each other as new dollars; but I know a man ' 
down east who says, “ Women are good enough in 
their way—that is, they are good-for-nothing, and | 
in everybody's way. 
Caroline. Well, yom sure! [Retires up R. 
Rose. [to CAROLINE. ] The man’s a savage ! 


Frank. Why, sir, women are pretty much of ; | 
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Atherton will never give her up, and hang me if 
Ido. Imust quarrel with him—lI have good cause. 


Sir A. [aside.] That shot flew wide. What 
may be your opinion of the marriage state, now? 
Frank. Why, I guess marriage requires noth- 
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| woman. 


ing but a tarnation deal of implicit faith. [ Crosses. 


Caroline. [to Ross.} I could very conveniently 


box that man’s ears. 
Sir A. [aside.] He’s rather unmanageable. 


Frank. [aside.| I must either sacrifice Atherton 
or slay and I can’t tell which—I know it shan’t 


be myself. Le ROSE.] Miss Caroline, may I ven- 
ture upon this white extremity ? 
(Lakes her hand and leads her to table. 
Sir A. [aside.] I must put him to rights soon, 
or hang me if he won’t fall in love with the wrong 
They sit. 
. Rose. I beg your pardon, Mr. Cipher, but you 
are pinching my hand. 
Frank. I ask a heap of pardons, but I thought 
it was the chair, it’s so like the darned velvet. 
Sir A. [aside.} What an old fool I was to be 
gulled into this! But I'll soon put a stop to it. 
Rose. Perhaps you are not aware, Mr. Cipher, 
but that is my foot you are treading on. 


Enter HARRY, L. 
Harry. Well, my dear fellow. 


Frank. Mr. Atherton, I am somewhat surprised 
that you have thought proper so deliberately and 


unnecessarily to compromise your honor as a 
gentleman. 

Harry. Mr. Finish, this language— 

Frank. Is justified by your assertion of this 
morning: you said that Miss Grayling had not 
been in town for two years. 

Harry. I repeat it, sir. 

Frank. And I repeat that it is false; I saw her 
in town myself a month ago; she is the very lady 
I mentioned to you this morning. __ 

Harry. I must return your insult to yourself, 
sir—it is false! 

Frank. Well, sir, we but waste words; step 
down to the: inn, and we will arrange affairs in a 
more speedy manner. 

ene fi I can hardly think you capable of so 
unfriendly a jest or so willful an untruth; there 


Frank. Really, miss, I shall become like Tom | must be a mistake; her cousin Rose, perhaps, was 


Gray, who blushed so that his hair was a bright 
red all his life after. 

Caroline. [aside.| Insolent creature ! 

Sir A. [aside.} Come, I see I must stop all this. 

Frank. [aside.]: ’m making a bad impression 
here—I must push on. 

Sir. A. Mr. Cipher, allow me to— 

Caroline. [to Str ANDREW.] Don’t papa, yet— 
pray. 

Frank. Excuse me, my dear neighbor, but I 
like to mix business with pleasure. I believe I 
have come over to your tarnation happy land to 
marry your daughter; you may calculate I didn’t 
care a bad cent for her, and was rather riled about 
it; but now that I see her, if I would change her 


_ for all California, may I be strung up like a bunch 
, of darned mistletoe, and all the women in England 
- kissed under me. ? 


a ee a ee a ne 


Caroline. [aside.] Thank heaven! he’s in love 
with Rose. 

Rose. [aside.] Vit die an old maid first. 

Sir A. Sir, you are laboring under a mistake. 

Frank. Thunder and earthquakes! I’ve made 
no mistake here. 

Sir A. I say you have. 

Frank. Vil die in it, then—if I don’t may I be 
—your health, sir! { Rising. 

Sir A. [aside.] I must get him alone and un- 
deceive him. Rose isn’t worth sixpence ; he’ll soon 
change his tone. Girls, go and get on your bon- 
nets, and we'll show Mr. Cipher round the park. 

Caroline. [to Rose.] I congratulate you on 
your *‘ tarnation” conquest. 

Rose. [to CAROLINE.] Thank you, love; may 
you profit by it. [Hzewnt CAROLINE and ROSE, R. 

Frank. And now, if you’ve no objection, Pll 
have my boy up; I want to give him a word or 
two for himself. | | 

Sir A. But I wish tospeak to you first. 

Frank. By the time you're ready for our stretch 
in the park I'll have discharged him. [Rings beil. 

Sir A. '[aside.] I mustn’t be in a hurry, or his 
cursed American temper will be up. 

Enter SERVANT, L. 

Send Mr. Cipher’s servant up.- [Hzit SERVANT.] 
Pll be with you in ten minutes. [Exit R. 


| HARRY. | 


the lady. | 

Frank. Confound it, sir, do you think a man 
doesn’t know his daughter from his niece? Miss 
Caroline was the lady I saw-in town. 

Harry. It is impossible! therefore I am ready 
to walk with you. Stay, here they come. Will 
you refer it to themselves ? 

Frank. Willingly. ; 

Enter CAROLINE and ROSE. 

Harry. I will soon convince you. Caroline! 

Caroline. Good heaven! Harry! [Runs to him. 

Frank. No, no! d——n it, man, that’s the 
wrong woman! : ...s 

Harry. Dear Carolme, explain this mystery ; 
my friend here will insist that you are your cousin. 

Caroline and Rose. [together.] Your friend! — 

Frank. [aside.] What the deuce is coming now? 

| Harry. Yes, who came here to oblige me—not 
Cipher, but my old college friend, Frank Finish. 

Caroline. Oh, how charming! it was a jest of 

ours; we changed places to amuse ourselves and 


j gain time. 


Frank. Oh, oh! I see it now. Harry, forgive: 
me. [Zo RosE.] And to you, madame, what apol- 
ogy can I make for my impertinence and vulgar- 
ity? But do not imagine [did not know you. Do 
you a remeinber your late opposite neighbor in 
town 

Rose. laughing. Oh, well! and many a laugh 
we have had at him. 

Frank. [aside.} The devil you have! [Aloud.]} 
May I hope that, though you laughed at a 
stranger, my friend’s introduction may induce 
kinder thoughts ? 

Rose. Sir, I cannot; in-short, I— 

Frank. Oh, madame, if you dreamt how I love 
you—let me swear it here! [Kneeling and aside to 
Keep me company, it’s so d——d awk- 
ward to kneel alone. 

Harry. With all my heart. [Kmeeling.] Dear 
Caroline! | 

Frank. Dear Rose, by all my hopes and many 
fears; by— 

- Enter SIR ANDREW. 

Sir A. Hey! death and all the devils! what is 
here? Cipher keeling to my niece, and his infer- 


Frank. ‘What a plaguy awkward fix I am in.|nal dog of a servant to my daughter ! 
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Frank. The American system of equality per- 
mnits it, sir. 

Sir A. You hussies, get out of the room; and 
you, man, what the devil do you mean ? 

Harry. Forgiveme, Sir Andrew, lam noservant, 
but one who adores your daughter. [ Crosses to c. 

Sir A. It’s that rascal Atherton, as [ live. 

Frank. Yes, sir, and I an— 

Sir A. Not what you pretend, I’ll be sworn. 

Frank. I admit it, sir; my name is— 

Sir A. Out of my house, both of you! Here, 
William—Tom— George —impostors— robbers — 
out with you! 

Frank. Come, Harry, Sir Andrew’s temper in- 
_terferes with his manners. We shall venture to 
call again when we are more politely received. 
Ladies, good day. Sir Andrew, yours. 

Exeunt HARRY and FRANK. 

Sir A. And Ill see you to the door, you rogues. 
William, look to the plate closet ! [ Hatt L. 

Caroline. fsighing.| Well, dear? 

Rose. {sighing.| Well, dear? 

Caroline. I don’t feel well. 

Rose. | have felt better. 

Caroline. You're not so unhappy as I am. 

Rose. But I’m quite as unfortunate. 

Caroline. Do you really like this Mr. Finish ? 

Rose. 1 don’t know, but I feel asif I did; if you 
knew what pains he took to gain my notice in 
London. Of course I wouldn’t speak to him; be- 
sides, aunt wouldn’t let me, you know. 

Caroline. Poor Harry! 
we were locked up till this very—very—very 
odious American comes. 

Rose. Well, do you know I don’t dislike the 
mode of talking so much ? 

Caroline. Ha, ha, ha! youre smitten, cousin! 
Well, I’ll confess he’s a fine looking fellow. 

Rose. Nonsense! I don’t think about his person. 

Caroline. If any other woman thought as much 
of it, you’d be inclined to pinch her, for all that. 
Here’s papa. 

Enter SiR ANDREW, L. 

Sir A. Well, I suppose you're pretty well 
ashamed of yourselves ? 

Caroline. !m not, papa, very. [Goes up c. 

Rose. V’m not, uncle, at all. | Goes up C. 

Sir A. We shall see. I wish Id let that impos- 
tor give me his name; I'd lay him by the heels, I 
- warrant. 

Caroline. Isn’t his name Cipher, papa? You 
said it was. 

Sir A. Ugh, go to your rooms! I’ve a duty to 
discharge to my daughter and niece, and hang 
_me if I don’t discharge it. } 

Caroline. Suppose you discharge them instead ? 
I dare say they’d soon get another situation. 

Sir A. You're an impertinent hussy! Be off to 
your rooms, and mind you don’t get telegraphing 
to those rascally—swindling—ugly— 

Caroline. 2 Oh, papa! 

Rose. Oh, uncle ! 
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you don’t go at once, V’ll take you and lock you in. 
Caroline. Come along, Rose, dear. 
[They run off, R. 

Sir A. Well, for a man of sixty years, a knight 
| of the shire, and a justice of the peace, I think I 
may write myself down a very respectable ass. 
'That’s an opinion I don’t wish to get abroad, but 
in private I may be permitted most devoutly to 

‘ ; 
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| entertain it. Who could that impudent young 
dog be? Lucky I caught him in time, and those 
hot-bloaded young baggages. But if ’m bamboo- 
zled at last, YU—IV’ll commit myself to jail for 
twelve calendar months! 
| Enter SERVANT, L. 
| Servant. Sir John Wyndham’s servant, sir, has 
ridden over with a message, and wished me to 
|take it, but I thought your honor would like to 
'see the man yourself. 

Sir A. Certainly; send him up. [zit. Srr- 
VANT, L.] Perhaps that Atherton has changed 
his dress. That can’t be, though; he knows noth- 
ing of my friend Wyndham. 
‘no, this is a genuine gawky. 
Enter FRANK, L., disguised as a Yorkshire servant. 
Why didn’t you come up at once, my lad? 

Frank. Why, savin’ your presence, Sir Andrew, 
IV’d as lieve been in t/kitchen wv lads; it’s more 
social like for I, you know. 

Sir A. Well, my good boy—but I suppose I 
mustn’t call you boy? you're a strapping fellow. 

Frank. [grinning.| So feyther and mother 
Says, and so neebors says, and so t’lasses says. 


Sir A. And as sharp as you're tall, V’ll warrant. | 


Frank. Egosh, I ben’t no fool—at least, so fey- 


ther and mother says; but I’s not so ’cute as | 


brother Dick. 
Sir A. No? 


Frank. Na, though I may look so. Why, you | 


‘see, measter, brother Dick gave one of them 


I shouldn’t wonder if) paper things—a kind o’ bill like, you know—and 


when t?chap come, and axed for money for 
bill, says brother, ‘‘ Good day, lad.” ‘‘ Good day, 
sir,” say tchap. ‘‘ I’ve brought this here bill,” 


thoul’t pay it, Muster Looby”—that’s brother 
Dick’s name, and my name, too. ‘‘ When’s it 
payable?” says brother tchap. ‘‘ Why, at sight, 
sure,” says he to brother. ‘‘ Ecod, lad,” says 
Dick, ‘it’s no use, ’cause I be blind; so ye’ll e’en 
tak’ it back again.” Gosh! how t’chap stared 
at brother Dick ! [Laughing loudly. 

Sir A. Ha, very comical indeed. [Aside.] 
Yorkshire rogue! [Aloud.], But what message 
have you brought from my friend Wyndham ? 

Frank. Why, says measter to me, ‘* Go thou up 
to squire’s, and say to’em, I want to see ’em very 
particular ’bout some ’size business; and say I’s 
got some fine grouse from t/north, and if he’ll 
stay and dine in a friendly way like, I'll be main 
glad to see ’em.” 


Sir A. Hem! those dogs will hardly venture to | 
return to-day, and I want to see Wyndham. I'll | 
give strict orders to the servants, and—no—I'll | 


take the girls with me. 

Frank. {aside.| Oh, the devil! [Aloud.] Kes, 
Sir Andrew, measter’ll be mortal glad to see 
t’young ladies, and so will t?company. 

Sir A. Company! What company has he ? 

Frank. Why, it’s no just company like—but 
two or three rantin’, swearin’, devil-may-care fox- 


Sir A. And oh, daughter, and oh, niece! if| hunters and steeple-chasers. 


Sir A. Pshaw! I cannot introduce young girls 
into their company, so [’ll risk it and go alone. 
Go below, and the servants will give you some- 
thing to eat and drink, for you seem a good- 
-humored lad. _ : 

Frank. Ees, so feyther and mother says, and 
tneebors and t’lasses. 

Sir A. Just remain here till I get my whip and 
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[Looking off.| Oh, | 


says he, quite civil like, ‘‘and Ill be obleeged if | 
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oot for I shall have to lock the room door after 
[£xit R., door in flat. 
Frank. Confound it; lock the door! Then how 

the plague are the women to get out, or we in? 
Deuce take his caution! I never bargained for 
this. Where does this window look to? The gar- 
den, that’s good; but it’s plaguy high, and it’s 

fastened—the old rogue’ll suspect me if T open it. 

Stay, Pll raise it a little, and we can force it up! 

Re-enter SIR ANDREW. FRANK pretends to be 

gazing about. 

Sir A. Now, my lad. 

Frank. Woundily fine pictures here, measter ; 

them mun ha’ cost a main deal o’ money. 

Sir A. Well, my fine fellow, don’t you admire 

them ? 

Frank. Ees; but as I can see trees and cows 

and sheep for nought, I’d rather keep the shiners 

in t’pouch. 

Sir A. But you can’t bring trees and sheep and 

cows into your house. 

‘Sar No; and for my part I shouldn't want’em. 
yr A. Well, come along; you're a very intelli- 

bent fellow, I dare say. 

Frank. Yes, so feyther and— 

Sir A. Oh, bother your feyther—come down- 

stairs. Exit i. 

Frank. Yes, and up again very mined [Hit i. 

Enter CAROLINE and ROSE, R 

Caroline. Thank my stars, papa’s gone. Watch 

him off from the window, Rose, dear. 

Rose. He's mounting his horse at the gate—he’s 

off up the road ! 

Caroline. Now for @ stroll in the garden, and 

who knows but we may— Gracious! Rose, the 

door’s locked ! 

Rose. Surely not! Prisoners! 

Caroline. Now, I call that downright spiteful. 

Rose. What are we to do now? 

Caroline. Why, sit down and cry our eyes out. 

What should we do? Gracious! who opened the 

window ? [The window ts slowly raised. ] I declare, | 

I’m half frightened! Don’t look! Suppose it’s some 


Frank. My dearest Rose, havea little conscience. 

Caroline. Rose, Harry has been saying sv many 
flattering things of Mr. Finish, that I also must 
plead for him. I know you already love him. 

Rose. Caroline! for shame. 

Frank. Oh, madame, say you will be mine! 

Rose. Well, then—all prudery apart—frankly 
there’s my hand, and if you can get uncle’s con- 
sent, I ain yours. 

Frank. But if I cannot? 

Rose. Then I am yours without it. 

Frank. Enchantress! Harry, you have Miss 


Grayling’s consent, of course, so let us sign and seal - 


at once. [FRANK kisses Rose, Harry kisses 
CAROLINE, as the door flies open. 
Enter SIR ANDREW, L. 1 E., OFFICERS and 

SERVANTS. WOMEN scream—Siz ANDREW 

shakes his cane at the group. 

Harry. Confusion ! 

Frank. The devil! 

Sir A. Ha, ha! my fine love-birds—trapped, 
eh? Jill soon make a couple of you jail-birds! 
I, Sir Andrew Grayling, justice of the peace, 
swear that I saw both those ruffians enter my 
house burglariously—my oath’]] serve, eh, officers? 

Officers. Oh, your honor! certainly. 

Sir A. And I have the satisfaction of informing 
you both that you will eventually be hanged. I 
suppose your feyther and mother told you that, 
eh, you tarnation young scamp ? Pen and ink— 
Vl commit ’em both. 

Frank. Sir Andrew, this conduct— 

Harry. Really, Sir Andrew! 

Sir A. Silence, you young burglars! pen and ink! 

Enter SERVANT, with a letter, L. 
And a warrant of commitment. [Reads letter. ] 
Heyday! “Dear Sir:—I’m sorry to inform you 
that my fool, of ason has fallen in love with a 
Philadelphia girl, and has married her, therefore 
declines to commit bigamy by marrying your 
daughter. Yours truly, JOHN CIPHER.” [In great 
rage.| The impertinent old rascal! [SERVANT 
en and ink! 
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| with pen and ink.| D—n the 


horrid robber or— Just look round, dear. | [Throws it down.] Atherton, quick! while I’m in 
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Rose. Oh, I daren’t! do you look. 'a passion, or I may change my mind—my daugh- 
Caroline. "No; I should die if I saw any one. _'ter’s yours. Officers, go! [Hxeunt OFFICERS, L. 
Rose. I hear something. [FRANK’Shead appears.| Harry. You transport me, sir. 
Caroline. Oh, my good gracious! let’s bothlook| Sir A. As for you, sir— 
together. [ They turn slowly round, but, seeing! Frank. Permit me to assure you, sir, that I can 
FRANK’S head, scream. |prove to you my station, birth and fortune render 
Frank. Hush, my dears! it’s only I. [Getting in. | me, if anything can, worthy of your niece; I have 
Enter FRANK, through window. iher consent, and respectfully wait for yours. 
Caroline. Why didn’t you say so before? How)| Sir A. I’m in such a villainous ill- -temper, that 
you've alarmed me. I’m disposed to make everybody happy. Satisfy 
Frank. That’s no reason; my love, why. you me, sir, and she is yours. 
should alarm the whole house. [Calls.] Harry,| Rose. Dear uncle! 
comé up ! Frank. Dear uncle-in-law ! 
Enter HARRY, through window. Caroline. Dear papa! 
Rose. Well, did you ever! Harry. Dear papa-in-law ! 
Frank. Never before, my dear, I pledge you ! ‘| Str A. Dear everybody ! There—[aside] bam- 
my word. : boozled at last! Crosses to R. 
Harry. Dear Caroline I [They embrace. | Frank. [coming forward.) Ladies, when you 
Frank. Yes, it’s very well for you—you can say love, do you love wisely ; love firmly and maintain 
| aeae. and get answered; but let me tell you it’s ‘your rights! Gentlemen, never let difficulties 
very exciting. Oh, madame, [to Ross] after my overcome you; if a wall’s in your way, jump over 
dangers, my devotion, may I not hope? ‘it or knock it down! Fathers and uncles, always 
Rose. Indeed, Mr. Finish, this sudden acquaint- ibe i in a sufficient ill-temper to make your children 
‘happy! Ladies and gentlemen, will you be kind 
‘enough to admit that our PLots have fairly en- 
Oa eT 
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titled us to our PETTICOATS ? 
‘THE END. 


rance— 
Harry. My dear Rose, Frank, I swear to you 
poe fellow, and worthy the love and: 
any woman. 


is a worthy, 
confidence 0 
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